| Report Pro Bimbos To Indeed Until | Get My W-2's 


After three assignments with Pro Bimbos in Conover--my deciding soon upon arrival 
that Wanzl would be my last--I got a bad report: | got blamed for every problem in 
labor: Drugs, needles in arms on toilets from people who'd passed-out, booze, 
Xanax salesmen and other street pharmacists, absenteeism and turnover for 
reasons already stated--being scapegoated for all of it is why | report Pro Cunts to 
Indeed about how | went to Conover to pee in a cup twice, then watched--and dealt 
with--crazy people on drugs at all three assignments. One was Iraq War Dental Plan 
Jess(i)e Boone--who | heard more about months after | left H.T. Hackney. By that 
time he was someone else's nightmare; they weren't sure what he was going to do-- 
I'd advised that they quit and let Hackney have him (they didn't quit--they got 
fired). Boone was Hackney's craziest and most notorious person | heard a great 
deal about before he came back after quitting in a huff--he was also falling behind 
on production; | was clearly being stalked at Hackney by someone, so was missing 
paperwork, gear had been disconnected and other destruction someone was 
causing--time and again--until the pussy finally got caught--a female forklift driver 
told me Jesse was the one wrecking my shit when my back was turned. | never 
knew or ever suspected it was him until then--] thought it might have been a 
woman, actually, so | ran a pallet jack into him like he did with others and so had 
also done with me. Boone once held-up an an entire aisle as he talked about his 
experiences with hard drugs--it impressed no one and was probably why he got 
ratted-out. His teeth made his history obvious already--he didn't have to open his 
mouth to show anyone. Shannon Hale at Wanzl was another loose cannon on the 
sauce, the only company that ever did anything about it (when it got too much--it's 
a common problem) being Kontane Logistics. When | told Kontane how fucked-up 
someone was they cut Caleb loose--it's how no one died as | thought they might; 
Wanzl did the opposite, posting established addicts to its FB Page to save them but 
more importantly, to save itself. It's always about them is the problem; they're also 
unqualified. James McGill's drug dealer is probably Jarrod (Donte) Fuller: Who | 
worked with at Kontane--he didn't last long, though, because Fuller was crazy and 
had a drug problem--he couldn't handle an entry-level job. You could smell Fuller 
the same as you could smell Shannon Hale at Wanzl (when | discovered who Fuller 
was later, his record was exactly what he was like at Kontane--only his record was 
much longer--he couldn't just leave like he did often at Kontane). James McGill was 
much like Fuller--McGill also drove a forklift with no license--because no one at 
Wanzl had one, either, Shannon Hale was the same as McGill, except Hale was in 
management at Wanzl. Hale practically lived on a forklift--one he didn't have a 
license for in the first place--one he once wrecked because | was there--but | 
wouldn't know all that until someone ran a table into me: Angel Hernandez didn't 
have a license, either. The NCDOL has already determined that no one on three 
shifts at Weedzl had a license to drive a forklift--while Wanzl and Pro Cunts made 
great efforts against me--both covering-up a workplace incident where | learned a 
great deal was missing--Hernandez is how | learned OSHA clearly wasn't a concern 
of either Wanzl or Pro Cunts--campaigns against people with something to say they 
both excel at. That's all about money, too. The least Pro Bimbos can and should do 
is forward my W-2's but because I no longer have value, they're going to make me 


eat shit on the issue by making me come get them; | will have to come by there and 
show my I.D. when it's clear they know me well thanks aw 


